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The flight home was long and uneventful. But that didn't keep Lukas from jumping out of his seat whenever he 
could, walking to the small airport lavoratory to check his hair or just for an excuse to move. He'd scribbled in 


his notebook, snatches of lyrics that were scarily sappy, for him especially. 


Lukas Rossi didn't get nervous. Except that he was nervous now. About seeing Tommy after what they'd done, 
on the phone. About what it meant. Of course, that didn't keep him from replaying in his head the sound of 
Tommy calling him ‘baby’ and ‘lover’ And each time he did that, he felt almost a trilling in his chest and his 
skin would crawl with goosebumps and he would move again, even as he'd be half-hard. It got to where the 
normally indulgent first class flight attendants were asking him to sit down, that he was making the other 
passengers nervous. So he'd made himself sit, feet pulled up to his ass, iPod on, sunglasses on, watching out 


the window, waiting to see land. To see LAX. To see Tommy. 


It was good he didn't wear a watch. He pulled out his notepad again and held the pen between his teeth. 


His head tipped back against the back of the leather seat, Tommy's eyes looked up at the roof of the limo as 
if it held all the answers. Lukas was back; his plane would be touching down in moments and that niggling itch 
that had bloomed in to full blown need and want was dissipating to be replaced by something else, something 
more demanding that knotted in the pit of his gut and fired the heat in his blood. His driver was meeting Lukas, 
‘cause he knew he wasn't going to be able to keep his hands off him when he saw the younger man and that 


really would have got them into the tabloids and he'd had way too much of that. 
The door was opened and the younger man slid in, firmly hid behind his glasses. "Good flight?" Tommy asked. 


"Long," Lukas breathed around his heart in his throat. He pulled his sunglasses down his nose and away and 
turned his head to look at Tommy. To be in his presence. "Fuckin: long." He at once wanted to fling himself into 
Tommy's body and not move. He wanted to feel Tommy's mouth on his. He wriggled out of and tossed his 
jacket across the way. His skin was itching to be touched, but he couldn't seem to make his arms work after 


disposing of his jacket. his hands rested on his knees. 


Rolling his head along the leather, Tommy looked at the younger man, knowing that if this was going to happen, 
he'd have to lead but not sure what Lukas wanted. It was like being back to square two if not quite square one. 
Reaching over, Tommy rested his hand over one of the singer's. "They always are, baby, not something I've 


ever got used to." 


Curling his fingers around Tommy's, Lukas let himself take a breath, the ‘baby’ rolling over and around him, 
warming him and threatening to turn his bones to water. "Sorry, man," he whispered. "This is just..you know. 
Different." He turned to look at Tommy, to really look at him. His own brown eyes were big, his lips slightly 
parted, his cheeks even a bit flushed. "Hi, by the way. I'm glad you're here." He chuffed out another breath. 
"Really fucking glad." 


Scooting over, Tommy closed the gap between them, changing hands so he could curl one arm around Lukas's 
shoulders while he still held the other man's hand. "I'm just sorry | couldn't carry your bags." He teased a little 
gently allowing his head to rest against the singer's. 


A laugh came out before it died into a soft moan. "You smell good," Lukas whispered, his thumb running over 
Tommy's hand. He moved his head just enough to allow his cheek to smooth up against the other man's. "Feel 
good too," he said, almost as if it surprised him. 


That sound drew a slight shudder through Tommy one that dragged over his skin, raising goose flesh in its 
wake. Returning Lukas's gesture, rubbing his cheek against the other man's much like a cat does in greeting, he 
murmured his agreement before moving just that fraction so that he could look down in to the other man's 
dark eyes, trying to read what was going on in them, not wanting to disturb things between them but wanting 
so much more than this gentleness. In the end want and need got the better of his caution and he closed the 
gap between them, his lips tentatively brushing over the singer's in their first proper kiss, not the playing 
they'd done for the cameras, but a real one - a door that just needed to be pushed open 


Lukas seemed almost to go limp into the kiss, opening for Tommy, feeling his tongue against his own. For a 
moment his eyes stayed open, then they shuttered closed as his free hand found its way to Tommy's waist, 
the heat of the drummer's body coming through his t-shirt. He joined in the kiss, letting his tongue graze 


against Tommy's, letting himself memorize the taste which he immediately fell in love with. 


Just that touch, Lukas's hand on his waist had the muscles there trembling even though the heat was 
through the cotton of this t-shirt. Moving a little, so that the other man was almost in his lap as the kiss 


deepened and his own hands found their way under the singers shirt sliding up his sides and over his back. 


A soft whimper got swallowed. He was used to Tommy hauling him around, but this time, Lukas knew.it was 
different. It meant something. If nothing else, it meant that he was closer to Tormmy’s..A deep shudder ran up 
his spine and the part of him that cheeky and bolder had him sliding more firmly into the drummer's lap, even 
as he dove his tongue more aggressively into Tommy's mouth. And there it was. Against his hip. He shuddered 


again and wrapped an arm around his lover's? neck. 


This time it was Tommy's soft moan that got lost in their kiss before it had to break so they could both 
breathe, lifting Lukas firmly into his lap so all the other man could do was sit astride him. He smiled at the 
singer. "God, | could eat you alive, baby.." The words left his mouth before he had a chance to censor them 
and he was close enough to see the slight flair of panic in Lukas's eyes leaning forward he kissed the tip of the 


younger man's nose and grinned. ".. that's if you want me To." 


Lukas was nodding before he was aware of it. "Just." His cheeks pinkened "Go..you know..easy.” He fiddled with 
the hem of Tommy's shirt. "But yeah" His eyes met Tommy's. "I want." He rocked experimentally, a slight grin 
on his lips when Tommy's mouth tightened. "Yeah." And he leaned in for another kiss. 


Returning the kiss, sucking on Lukas's tongue, Tommy growled low in his throat when the younger man moved 
against him again As they broke away for air again, his hands moved around, nails dragging lightly of skin as 
his thumbs found the singer's nipples, teasing over them in small circles, watching through half closed eyes as 


he rocked a little against the younger man, breath hissing through his teeth. 


A high-pitched hum. Then Lukas rocked back, into the touch, his head back, eyes closed. "Fuck, Tommy. 
Gonna.fuck" He brought his head forward again "You make me want you so bad" He didn't move anymore, but 


to roll his hips, fingers sliding through the beltloops of Tommy's jeans. 


A low moan left Tommy's lips one that was colored by want and and underscored with need. The sight of Lukas 
with his head back fired his blood, made his cock twitch and his stomach twist. Sliding his hands down the 
other man's stomach he slipped them free so that he could unbutton the singer's shirt leaning forward to 
nuzzle his throat and collarbone, gentle flashes of teeth followed by quick licks. "Want you too, baby. You know 


what | did after that phone call? Just what your voice can do do me?" 


And with those questions, Lukas bit back a moan, his teeth digging into his lower lip. "Tell me." He shrugged his 
shoulders, helping Tommy pull his shirt off, shivering just that little bit, almost bucking when Tommy put his 
hands back on him. 


The smile that Lukas's question brought was slightly dark, coloured with a little self-amusement as his fingers 
teased over the other man's stomach, his hips arching slightly against the singer's ass. "| got hard just 

picturing you again so | closed my eyes, listened to you in my head and beat off." Tommy leaned forward just 
a bit so that his words became Lukas's breath. ".. sit behind you when we're practicing with a hard-on like you 


wouldn't believe, m surprised | can walk straight sometimes." 


Lukas hissed through his teeth, his eyelids shuttering half-closed as he reached his tongue out and flicked it 
at Tommy's lips. "| do that? To you? Fuck Hot" And the kiss this time is hotter and more confident, more 


demanding. 


Opening for the younger man, Tommy let Lukas control the kiss and his hands slid down over the singer's hips, 
his thumbs tracing the outline of the other man's hard cock and balls, a low growl escaping into their kiss 


becoming the air that the other man breathed. 


"That night, after those pictures? When we got back to your place and you said goodnight?" Lukas whispered 
the words into Tommy's mouth, even as he moved, thrusting into Tommy's hand, almost without thinking about 
it. "I stood at the doorway of my room, for..shit. Probably half an hour." He looked up, into the drummer's 
eyes. "| wanted you so bad. Thought | would fuckin’ die from wanting you. But | was too fuckin’ chicken to do 
anything but stand there." 


A shudder passed through him at those words as Tommy moved a hand to cup Lukas fully, squeezing a little, 
his own cock twitching against the other man's ass, its denim confines becoming extremely painful. "If I'd known, 
| wouldn't have left you at your door, believe me." He moved and rolled so that Lukas was flat on his back on 
the limo seat, his own height making it almost impossible for him to lay over the other man So he brought his 
knees up on either side of he singer's knees so that he was almost on all fours, looking down at the other man 
"You still scared, baby? Tell me if it becomes too much too soon" Tommy's hand mapped over Lukas's body 
slowly from his collarbone to his navel, teasing finding the places that made the younger man gasp. Watching 
the singer's eyes, he slowly pushed the button free on the top of his jeans, prompting Lukas to finally gasp and 


wrap his hand around Tommy's wrist, his cheeks pinking. 


"Not here," he whispered, almost shyly. "Don't.not in a car." He looked up. "Ya know? Kinda want it to." He bit 
his lower lip. "Want it to be.." The last word might even have gotten lost in the hum of the engine. "Special." 


Tommy smiled, nodding before leaning down to kiss the singer again, the kiss softer and more gentle than 
previous ones. Gathering the younger man close, he easily lifted him into the sitting position next to him as he 
himself wriggled around to sit, tucking the smaller man under his arm and against him, after he slipped off his 
own jacket and wrapped it round Lukas's shoulders. "Special is good baby, and it will be when we first make love. 


tll be very special” The words were a promise. 


Make love. The words drew a whimper from him and Lukas felt goosebumps race around his body, his cock 
twitching. The jacket smelled like Tommy. Tommy smelled like Tommy and Lukas could totally see how people 
threw themselves at him all the time. All the email offers and all the screams. And Tommy wanted.him. He 


grinned. And he nestled in for the rest of the drive. 


They talked. OF nothing, really. Of the disastrous VIP, about ideas for the shows that were moving closer, 
about how Jason was doing in his recovery. As they did, Lukas touched Tommy, glorying in the freedom to do 
so. He traced the star on his hand, the lips on his neck. The singer knew he was cheating, Tommy's occasional 


gasps told him that, but as he grew more confident, he liked it. He liked that he could do that to the drummer. 
What might've been hours later, they pulled into the drive. 


Pressing a kiss to the top of Lukas's head, Tommy reluctantly let go as the door was opened. "We're home, 
baby." The words slipping free without him even thinking about them and it wasn't what those three words 
said that had him blinking, it was the truth of them, his home hadn't felt like ‘home without the singer in it. 
And that really should have scared him, worried him, or something but it didn't. It simply was and Tommy 
simply accepted it as it should be. 


"Yeah." And Lukas stepped out behind him and the driver followed with his bag. They went inside, the bag was 
left and they were, quite suddenly it seemed, alone. He looked up at Tommy, who was smiling back at him, 
fingers looped into his beltloops. "So..." 


Taking the two steps in the the younger man's space, Tommy looked down into those dark eyes, his heart stop 
starting at the naked emotion he could read there. "So you going to stand here for half an hour this time?" he 
gently teased the singer as his hand slid under his own jacket, coming to rest at Lukas's waist. 


His breath hitching, Lukas shook his head. "Not this time." Tentatively, he reached out and ran his hand up 
Tommy's chest, the skin hot under the thin cotton t-shirt, and to his neck, circling around, tugging the taller 


man down until their lips were a breath apart. He made himself breathe again and closed the distance. 


Letting Lukas set the pace, Tommy joined in the kiss, pressing against the smaller man, his hands coming down 
to cup and squeeze the singer's ass, lifting him very slightly on to his tiptoes. As the kiss broke, Tommy 
nudged his shirt off the singer's shoulder, nipping over his collarbone just enough to leave a slight mark but 
nothing that would be on public display. "Your room or mine?" The words whispered quietly over the singer's 
skin, his breathe soothing the little redness. His stomach tighten momentarily as it hit him just what this could 
cost before the realisation that this had always been between them and probably always would be. 


"Yours," Lukas whispered back, eyes dilated, cheeks flushed. "Wanna be in your bed, Tommy" His knees went a 


little weak and he grabbed the material of Tommy's shirt. "When you..when we.. make love." 


The tone in Lukas's voice had Tommy moaning low in his chest, a sound that could almost be mistaken for a 
purr. Walking the singer backwards down the hall and into his room, he pushed his jacket off the younger 
man's shoulders. Before taking his hands in his own, thumbs tracing over the chipped nail polish as he drew 


them to the bottom of his shirt. "Wanna feel your skin against mine. Take my shirt off, baby?" 


His hands only trembling slightly, Lukas grasped the hem of Tommy's shirt and pushed up, baring inked and 


warm skin. "Fuck," he whispered. "Snot like | haven't seen it," he explained, a small smile on his lips. "It's just 


that.." He shook his head. "It means something this time." He pushed until the shirt was over Tommy's head 
and sliding down his arms. He tossed the cotton to the floor and splayed his hands over Tommy's chest. 
"Doesn't it?" 


A shiver followed the singer's hands over his skin, his already sensative nipples due to the piercings hardening 
ever further under the palms of Lukas's hands, his own hands coming up to rest over the other man's. "Yeah 
baby, it does. Means | lov.." he hesitated unsure for a moment that that saying that wouldn't be too much too 
soon, even though he hadn't realised it until the words came almost came to his lips, Tommy could taste the 


truth of them. ".care for you very deeply, want you in my life." 


Lukas's head jerked up and he honed in on Tommy's eyes. "You--" Then he smiled, a big sweet creasing of his 
face. "I love you too" And with that, most of his inhibitions fled Under Tommy's hands, his fingers flicked at 
the rings and he savored the way Tommy's body bucked. 


As his back arched, a low moaning sound was dragged out of the drummer, his eyes falling shut as his cock 
jumped from the slight pain that laced through the pleasure of the touch. But he knew better than to walk 
that path just then, love him or not that could easily scare the younger man right off. Hissing, his eyes flicked 
open and he licked his lips, a grin spreading across his face before he bent down and kissed the other man 
softly. "Glad to hear it. Love you, baby." He let the words be completely said so that there'd be no mistake.. 


ever. 


Nudging Lukas further across the room until he had him backed against the edge of the bed, Tommy licked, 
starting at the younger man's cheek, lips, throat down over his collar bone and chest, teasing his nipples with 
flashes of teeth and an evil grin up at the singer at the sounds that drew before he came to his knees his 


tongue darting in and out of the younger man's navel. "Wanna sit or stand as | suck you baby?" 


"Oh, fuck," Lukas whined. "Better be sitting. Wouldn't wanna fuckin’ fall down," he chuffed with a breathy laugh, 
his legs going weak at the very idea of Tommy's mouth on his cock. He held to the drummer's waist as he 
watched the drummer--his drummer-- undo his belt and fly for the second time that day. But this time was 
for real. "Hot. So fuckin’ hot, Tommy...” 


Smiling at the words Tommy nuzzled against Lukas's crotch as he slid the belt free then undid the fly pulling 
the jeans off the younger man's hips, his hand stroking lightly over the freed erection "Nice, man" The words 
breathed over the head just before his tongue flicked out to tease and shudder moving through him at the 
taste, take his time he licked, little kitten licks over the shaft and the singer's balls, touches designed to get 
him used to his presence down then and allowing Tommy to learn just where the younger man was that touch 
more sensitive. Looking up he held Lukas's eyes as he slowly worked the hard flesh down his throat, his tongue 
finding those spots as he went. 


"Oh my god," Lukas ground out through a closed throat. "Jesus, that feels good, Tommy. More than | imagined. 
And you fuckin’ know | imagined a lot" Tentatively, he reached out and ran his fingers through Tommy's hair, 


watching, the sight of the drummer's mouth on him almost as mind-blowing as the feeling. "Jesus." 


Moving just slightly into the touch, Tommy kept working the cock in this throat humming softly sending 
vibrations along the flesh as he moved, until eventually the singer was buried and his nose was being tickled by 
the other man's pubes, pulling back just as slowly until he had just the head in his mouth, he smiled up at 
Luke as he pulled back even further spit clinging between his lips and the head of his lover's cock. His eyes 
closed as took a deep breath relaxed his throat muscles and slammed the younger man back into him, growling 


softly encouraging him to move. 


It was the hottest thing Lukas had ever experienced. His hips rocked and his hands tightened in Tommy's hair 
and as much as he didn't want to, his eyes closed because he was going to come and it was too fast, but it 
was too good Better than any blow job by a girl, ever. And it was Tommy. "Tommy, gonna--" But it was too 
late. His whole body went stiff, jerking with each convulsion as he shot deep into the other man's mouth. 


Swallowing round Lukas's cock, Tommy breathed through his nose staying with the younger man until he 
started to soften before allowing him to slips free, his head resting on the singer's hip for a moment as his 
own body echoed with the strength of the other man's release. Standing he gathered him close gently petting, 
smiling softly down at the singer again. "You okay, baby?" 


"Holy shit" Lukas's body still jerked with the aftershocks, but he made his head roll forward on a neck that 
felt like a rubber band. "Holy shit, Tommy. That was..amazing' 


Smirking slightly, Tommy nodded slightly acknowledging Lukas's comment. "So I've been told" The amusement 
under the words took the sting as he removed the singer's boots, and helped him off with his jeans, before 
standing and sucking his own clothes easily. Not thinking twice about it, Tommy lifted the younger man onto the 
bed, just pulling him close, holding him against him, allowing the singer to get used to being with him. 


"Oh, god," Lukas whimpered, his body still sensitive as Tommy pressed himself to him. He was lean and hot. The 
singer shouldn't have been surprised, but he was as the hand that wasn't pinned below him wandered, from 
Tommy's hip, over the side of his stomach, ribs, to his shoulder and down his arm. He felt something twitch 
against his thigh and he gasped. Sure, he'd realized Tommy was naked, but... He looked down and his eyes went 
wide and his heart thudded. "Holy shit." He looked up at Tommy's face and back down. His hand was moving 
despite his initial shock and he trailed a finger up the long, hard cock. 


Whimpering softly at the touches, Tommy rolled on to his back letting Lukas, have his fill touching as he felt 
right, trying hard to control his reactions and his aching wanting need for the other man, that need that had 
him wanting to just roll the singer over and bury himself in him. "Is that a good ‘Holy shit?" There was a 


certain amount of amusement in his tone, keeping it light. 


‘Its not like," Lukas said softly as he watched his finger run over the bumps and ridges, the vein, the curve of 
the head. "I haven't seen it" He flashed a quick grin up at Tommy's face. "You walk around naked a lot" He 
looked back down. "But not hard like this. And the video shit, but it's like seeing something on TV then in 
person” He laughed, at himself and at what he was saying, his cheeks turning red. "It's good, yeah," he went on, 
finally answering the question. “Though I'm fucked to know how you're going to get this inside me." And that 
had him losing his breath again as he circled his hand around Tommy's cock, keeping it still as he looked back 


up. "That's what we're gonna do, right?" 


As much as he wanted to Tommy couldn't stop his hips jerking into Lukas's hand at that question and at feel 
of the younger man's hand on him. "Yeah... if that's what you want" Please god, let it be. Though Tommy would 
do anything Lukas wanted, would do anything for him. And that thought really should have scared him but it 
didn't any more than the fact that he loved the younger man did, they went hand in hand. 


His hand still, Lukas looked up, eyes wide, to Tommy's face. "That's making love, isn’t it? | want that" He let go 
and pressed himself to Tommy. "I want that, Tommy." Whispering into the drummer's ear as he wrapped a leg 


around his hips, he said, "show me." 


A shudder and a moan, Tommy's hands sliding over the singer's back cupping his ass, squeezing his finger 
carefully brushing over the pucker briefly. "Making love doesn't have to be that, but it can be and if that's 
what you want, I'm more than happy to give it to you." Kissing Lukas, he rolled them over blanketing the other 
man, licking up his cheek as he reached for the supplies, dropping them close to hand and sliding down so that 
he was semi-laying between Lukas's legs. Nuzzling over the other man's thighs, he licked up the crease of one 
thigh and down the other, teasing over the patch of skin, tongue flicking over his hole. 


"Fuck!" Lukas's back arched off the bed and he grabbed the headboard, knuckles whitening. "Tommy! Do that 
again!" And Tommy's tongue lathed over his hole again and again, the singer's eyes rolled back in his head 
before they fell shut. "Jesus," he whined breathily. "That feels ..fuckl" 


Smirking a little, Tommy reaches for the lube while he gently stabs at the pucker carefully easing the muscle, 
getting it to relax a little before pressing a lubed finger against it, finding very little resistance as Lukas begins 


to open up under him. 


"God," Lukas whispered as he felt opened. It felt odd, but right. He hissed as Tommy's finger slipped deeper 
inside, wriggling his hips as he got used to being breached, eyes still screwed shut. Then something inside him 


fizzled to life. "TOMMY! Jesus!" 


"Feels good, doesn't it, baby?" Tommy's voice almost purred at the reactions he was getting. He twisted 
another finger into the younger man, watching carefully, careful to keep things slow and gentle wanting this to 


be right for his love. 


"Yeah," Lukas wheezed out, letting go of the headboard with one hand to grasp Tommy's shoulder, needing the 
contact as his body felt like it was going traitorous in its movements, his cock starting to twitch back to life. 
"Jesus, Tommy. | didn't---" He bucked. "know." 


Adding another finger stretching Lukas further, Tommy smiled softly down at the younger man, his own first 
time may have been eons ago or that's how it felt, but he did remember and that memory held a special place 
in his heart and that's what he wanted for the singer. "You ready, for me baby, or you want some more 


TLC?" He grinned slightly as he licked over the head of Lukas's resurgent erection 


| --don't know," Lukas drawled out in slow motion as pleasure ate at all his edges, blurring them. "You 
feel..so..good." Rolling his head forward again, he opened his unfocused eyes and spoke in a low growl. "Fuck me, 
Tommy." 


A shudder passed through him at those words a deep aching shudder, Tommy's teeth dragged over the 
younger man's inner thigh, licking up the red mark, as he reached for a a condom knowing that distraction is 
what was going to be needed. Licking up Lukas's body until he eventually was licking over the singer's lips, his 


cock pressing against the younger man’s hole. "Gonna let me in, baby?" 


Lukas nodded and grabbed Tommy's shoulders, their foreheads pressed together. Then he hissed as the 
drummer's cock pushed inside him, his eyes flying wide. "Fuck," he ground out, pressing a hand to Tommy's 
chest. "Wait. Fuck. Huge." He heaved in a breath, the hand against Tommy's chest curling to a fist, his face 
pleading. 


Tommy held still, waiting wishing he could make this easier for the his lover closing the gap between them he 
kissed Lukas pouring his love into that kiss, letting the heat of it build until it became white hot, enough to 
obliterate almost anything. After a moment, Lukas nodded, just barely. 


And as Tommy slid in further, he wrapped his arms around his neck and his legs around the drummer's hips. 
Both tightened as whatever inside him Tommy had hit before was pressed again and he was gasping for 
breath. "Don't stop..don't stop!" 


Sliding forward slowly, Tommy gritted his teeth managing to keep things slow as that tight heat enveloped him. 
Lifting Lukas's legs just that bit higher, he wrapped them around his waist as his hips came to rest against 
the younger man's, holding there waiting. "Tell me when you're ready, baby." 


Nodding and raking his fingers down Tommy's back as he wriggled, growing used to the fullness that seemed to 
be in every part of him, Lukas canted his lips, pressing them against Tommy's. "Wanna feel you move in me, 


lover." And before Tommy could answer, the singer kissed him, tongue thrusting deep in his mouth. 


Almost purring into their kiss Tommy flexed his hips, the purr becoming a growl as Lukas moved with him. "Oh 
God" Pulling back a little further he slid back, again and again, moving out further each time until only the 
head was left inside the other man before he moved forward, just that bit harder. It took ever ounce of his 
control to keep things easy to wait for his lover to move the pace up, to let him take the lead when all 
Tommy wanted to do was pound into that tight heat. 


"0-o-h, fuck" Lukas was jarred by every thrust as he clung to Tommy's neck. He was being fucked and it was 
everything he couldn't imagine when he'd tried to imagine it before. It was sweet inside him and it felt like he 
was in a pool of hot water, the water being pleasure that lapped around him, Tommy's growl feeding it. He 
could feel the tension of Tommy holding back and he loved him for it. But he too wanted more, so he asked for 


it, whispering the word into his lover's ear. 


The soft "more" almost shattered the control. Almost. It was enough for him to move the pace up, to lift 


Lukas higher, thrusting deeper, picking the pace up as that heat began to spiral round them, bringing their 
bodies together in concert the moans, groans, and whimpers becoming coordinated, the sound almost musical. 


"Close, lover. Fucking close. Come on, baby! Need to feel you." 


All Lukas could do was hum, the sound low in his throat, sharpening with each thrust. The sweetness inside of 
him was sharp, but it wasn't quite enough to have him coming again. "Need," he gasped, reaching for one of 


Tommy's hands and pressing it between them. "Need." 


His fingers curled round Lukas's shaft, fisting him in counter point to his own rhythm, or what there was left 
of it. Tommy forced his eyes open to watch as he felt the singer begin to tighten round him. "That's it baby, 
gonna watch you come for me." His teeth ground together as he managed to still his own responses for the 


few moments it took for the younger man to come under him. "Fuck! Love you, Lukas." 


Panting and keening as he came, Lukas felt Tommy throb and pulse inside him and it heightened everything, the 
shocks to his system, the whole experience as his second orgasm drained him nearly completely, his muscles 
going limp, his eyes falling shut, mouth open as he breathed. "Oh, fuck!" He pressed his face to Tommy's. 


"Jesus. Love you. Fuck" 


Breathing in his lover, Tommy's tongue flicked over his lips and chin as he held him close, murmuring soft 
words between kisses while he slipped freeing known that to stay as much as he wanted to would hurt Lukas 
and that wasn't happening. Disposing of the condom, he rolled them so that he was flat on this back and the 
singer was nestled against his shoulder while actually laying over him. His fingers slid through the other man's 
hair over his skin petting where ever they touched. "You okay, baby?" 


Lukas nodded as he traced a finger over Tommy's chest, head on his shoulder. "Yeah." He looked up. "Yeah. That 


was..." A big smile blossomed on his face. "That was amazing." 
Goose-flesh followed Lukas's finger over his skin as he quite unintentionally hummed, not ever realising he was 
doing it, until he heard the singer snicker a little, looking down at him he quirked a brow smiling. "Yeah it was. 


Felt as though it should be, huh?" 


"Yeah." Lukas laid his head back on Tommy's shoulder. He smiled again and closed his eyes. 


